64 


FEBRUARY. 


The primrose, daisy, violet darkly blue, 

And polyanthus of unnumbered dyes ; 

The yellow wallflower stain’d with iron brown, 
And lavish stocks that scent the garden round, 
From the soft wing of vernal bosoms shed 
Anemonies, auriculas, enriched 
With shining meal o’er all their verdant leaves 
And full ranunculus of glowing red, 

Then comes the tulip race, where beauty plays 
Her idle freaks ; from family diffused 
To family, as flies the father dust, 

The varied colours run, and while they break 
On the charm’d eye, the exulting florist marks 
With secret pride, the wonders of Iris hand. 

No gradual bloom is wanting; from the bud 
First-born of spring, to summer’s musky tribes, 
Nor hyacinths of purest virgin white, 

Low-bent and blushing inward, nor jonquils 
Of potent fragrance; nor Narcissus fair. 

As o’er the fabled fountain hanging still ; 

Nor broad carnations, nor gay spotted pinks • 
Nor shower’d from every bush the damask r.’se. 
Infinite numbers, delicacies, smells, 

With hues on hues, expression cannot paint 
The breath of nature with her endless bloom. 
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MARCH. 


« Sturdy March, with brows full sternly bent, 

And armed strongly rode upon a ram. 

The same winch over Hellespontus swam; 

Yet in his hand a spade he also hent,* 

And in a bag all sorts of seeds ysame.t 
Which on the earth he strewed as he went, 

And fill’d her womb with fruitful hope and nourish- 
ment.” 

Such is Spenser’s portrait of this month. What 
a delightful sensation to see the inanimate parts 
of the creation — the meadows, flowers, trees, and 
fields beginning to put on their cheerful verdure. 

“ The snowdrop, and then the violet 
Arose from the ground with warm rain wet, 

And their breath was mixed with fresh odours sent 
From the turf, like the voice and the instrument. 

“ Then the pied wind flowers and the tulip’s toll. 
And, narcissi, the fairest among them all. 

Who gaze on their eyes in the stream’s recess, 

Till they die of their own dear loveliness. 

* Seized. f Collected together. 
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